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2252-   To THE COUNTESS OF UPPER OSSORY.

Christmas Day, 1781.

I ALWAYS answer immediately, Madam, if I have time;
because as letters ought to be nothing but extempore con-
versations upon paper, if the reply is not speedy, the
curiosity that prompted the question may be passed before
the answer arrives. Nothing, then, can be further from
my thoughts than accompanying my niece abroad, if she
should gOj which is not determined, as her disorder seems
to be an inflammation on her breast, and not a tendency to
consumption. Forme, who only pendulate from Berkeley
Square to Strawberry, and think Ampthill as far as the
antipodes, and who was near dashing my brains out on
Saturday night, by missing a step at Mrs. Keppel's door,
if David had not caught me in his arms like a baby thrown
out of window when a house is on fire, is it possible that
I should think myself able to convoy anybody else ? Oh
no, Madam; nor were I as brawny as Commodore John-
stone, would I set my foot on the Continent at present,
when every country in Europe, except we ourselves, must
be sensible of our shame!

For your Ladyship's other question, why I do not publish
my letter on Chatterton ? what, because I don't know who
in the newspaper wants to see it I My resolutions must
be light as gossamer if such a breath could make them
waver. I flattered myself that you knew me enough to be
sure that when I have once made a resolution, it is not the
easiest thing in the world to shake it: much less such an
idle controversy as, whether Eowley or Chatterton was
Rowley, which is as indifferent to me as who is church-
"warden of St. Martin's parish. And how can I care now
what is thought about it ? When I have outlived all the
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